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which is theirs! (io into an orcliard at early

nioniinji' when tite trees are in hlooni, and Hslen

to tlieir son<4s. It is wlien the flowers in their

thonsand forms are fresh with tlie dew of

niorninn-. when the grasses bend witii linich-eds

of tiny si)arkhnn- mirrors, tliat the birds s\u<r

tlieir l)est sonys. I hear all these and mueh

more: and as the |)a<'eant passes, more tiowers

seem to eome and <i(».
until the lovely \eroniea

arrives. I can never pass tiiis hy. The lar^e

|)atehes of this tiny ti<»wer with its thousand

petals seem as thou<^h it had received somethin<;-

of the blue froui above : the flowers are like so

many tinv mivors. with the deep colour of a fairy

Eastern sky reflected in their forms. The sprin<>-

time is so short, the olory of it passes so (piickly.

tliat when I see these flowers which I love so

well. I feel that ! cannot leave them without

pensive reyret.

It seems that I nmst lin«;er in the midst of

the lon<i' ^rass. eharmi'iu- with Hovvirs. and live

in the midst (»f the luxury which is theirs, or

remain to hear the lilackbirds li(|uid son<>-. I

feel within mv own heart somethin*;' of all this


